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FOREWORD 


The verses that give the title to this little volume record 
happy days by the shores of St Mary’s and the banks of 
the Yarrow, and nights of song and story under the genial 
shade of the red lamp at the Gordon Arms. 

They were not originally intended for publication, but 
were written solely for the diversion of the angling 
fraternity, who for many years at Easter-time have been 


wont to meet at the famous ‘‘ Wayside Inn.”’ P 


G. W. T. McG. 


ScHOOLHOUSE, 
CoRSTORPHINE. 


POSTPRANDIAL VERSES 


Under the Red Lamp 
oe 4 


I. 
THE GLAMOUR OF YARROW. 


It croons ‘mang the trees, an’ it skims owre the heather; 

It sighs thro’ the brackens, an’ soughs down the dale; 
It sweeps the hillsides whar’ the muir-fowls forgether; 

It fans the soft breeze, an’ it sports in the gale. 


It hides i’ the haughs; owre the hill taps it dances; 
It tints the sweet floorets, an’ scents the nicht air; 
It steals doon the nerves, an’ it juggles wi’ fancies; 


It conjures to sang be the heart licht or sair. 


It drones i’ the dale; on the benty it glistens; 
It’s borne frae the mistlan’, and floats doon the years; 
The hare stops her gambols, she sniffs an’ she listens, 
Whar’ the strife hurtlin’ breeze carries wailin’ an’ tears. 


The Picts frae their loch-bedded crannogs are pipin’; ° 
The sentinel! Roman ca’s oot frae the wall; 
The Druid frae cromlech an’ cairn is heard chantin’; 


The reiver, “* hot-trod,”’ gallops past wi’ a brawl. 
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A Scott or an Armstrong, an Elli’t or Harden, 
Ride cot owre the wastelan’ i’ bludy affray; 
The peel-towers are harried, the tree claims its burden; 


The shouts o' the victors come mingled wi’ wae. 


The stained heather bell chimes the knell o’ the fallen; 
The lurgg dogs are bayin’ for fugitive blude; 
The thick Border drow bears the dew o’ their wailin’; 


The broon waves o’ Yarrow rin reekin’ and red. 


There’s broonies, an’ phantoms, an’ fays o° the woodlan’; 
There’s blude-royal gypsies an’ fell Johnnie Faas; 
There’s dreein’ o’ weirds, an’ revenge frae the mirklan’; 


An’ winnin’ o’ fechts in a shrouded man’s cause. 


The win’ speaks o’ strife an’ o’ beauty in sorrow; 
The mills sing their lullaby ever o’ wae; 

The burns chant the dirge o’ the fair Rose o’ Yarrow, 
When blude washed oot blude upon yon birken brae. 


The herd breathes the spell as he strides frae his shielin’; 
It charms the lone fisher tho’ empty his creel; 

The whaup feels the glamour as high he is wheelin’, 
The lark is enchanted to notes lood and leal. 


1 foot those lane sweeps, an’ | breathe in their story; 
Their win’s waft me ballads frae Elfinlan’s «store; 
The haughs whisper dool, an’ the heichts sing o’ glory— 


I see all around me the visions of yore. 
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“SYTHE TWA CORBIES..”’ 
(After—a long way after—an old Ballad), 


As I was drivin’ a’ my lane, 
I heard fow’r fishers mak’ a mane; 
The ane until the tither did say— 


*“ The mist is doon; my he’rt is wae.” 


Said Willie keen to Duncan fain, 

“We'll ne’er get meat for wife an’ wean; 
The water's broon, the troot are dour, 
We're best at hame in evil hoor.” 


Said Duncan fain to Willie keen— 
** For five-an’-thretty years I’ve been 
A roamer by St Mary’s shore, 


But I’ve ne'er seen the like afore.”’ 


There’s A. J. P. he’s grainin’ sair, 

Jist hear his manes come doon the air ! 
An’ Fred sighs lood—’** My day is past, 
Oh, vain! Oh, vain! my finest cast!" 


Puir Andra stieve, he whups the wave, 
And eats his he’rt oot like the lave, 
That ne’er a flee strikes finny maw; 


Sic mirky days he never saw ! 
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There’s w’alth o’ win’, there’s rowth o’ drow, 
There’s mony drookit craws, | trow; 
But Gordon Arms has bield and cheer 


For fishers meet an’ cronies dear. 


Gordon Arms, Yarrow, April, 1911. 
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Hil. 
IT’S GRAN’! 


Aeolus blaws an’ Jup. Pluv. rains, 
An’ twangin’ stoons shoot through oor banes, 
Till nane o’ us can staun’ oorlanes, 
Off-han’ ! 
But spite o’ flu an’ rheumy pains— 
It’s gran’ ! 


Puir Andra’s wheezin’ unco sair, 

An’ Rabbie clochers evermair, 

An’ Freddie snifters wi’ the pair, 
Douce man ! 

Yet in their spasms they declare 
It’s gran’! 


Oor guide, philosopher, an’ freen’, 
Gied us an unco gliff yestreen, 
By whummlin’ oot-owre the machine— 
Sans plan, 
But in his plicht he wad mainteen 
It’s gran’ ! 
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Some come wi three, an’ some wi’ twa, 
An’ some come hame wi’ nane ava; 
But fickle Luck whiles comes to a’ 

The ban’, 
An’ then we sing wi’ much fracaw 


It’s gran’ ! 


O, Luck’s a fash’ ous jade, I ween; 

An’ blasties help the saucy queen, 

To dreep oor nose an’ blear oor een; 
But whan 

Aul’ Sol comes oot an’ rifts the screen— 


It’s gran’ ! 


UNDER THE RED Lamp. 


IV. 


WHIP TO THE B. Ril. For Easter, 1912: 
(Tune—** Helen of Kirkconnel.’’) 


I wish I were whar’ Beattie fries 
Piles 0’ troot that touch the skies; 
Whar’ frizzlin’ bacon gars me rise 


To breakfast an’ to glee ! 


Blest be the haun’ that turns the ham; 

Blest be the skill that broons the lamb; 

An’ serves the muckle scones an’ jam 
At Gordon Arms to me. 


‘Whar’ Jenny dries the soaking duds; 
Whar’ bunnies frisk. wi’ jinkin’ whuds; 
Whar’ cushies croodle in the wuds; 


Oh, there I wish to be! 


Whar’ Willie sits abuskin’ flees, 

Whar’ Freddie’s stories owertap lees, 

An’ Rab works aff his latest wheeze, 
Oh ! that’s the place for me! 


Whan Duncan tunes his pipes, and sings, 

An’ Fancy soars on Music’s wings; 

Whan Gilbert thumps his mornin’ springs, 
Oh, that’s the time for me! 
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Whan A.P.’s hose adorn the screen, 
Whan Andra coorts Dame Nicotine, 
An’ Will glints glee frae baith his een, 


That’s time o’ times for me! 


Oh, memorandums, schedules, forms, 
An’ sic-like fads that brew oor storms, 
An’ a’ the Departmental worms— 


There ne’er a ane can be! 


Ye B. R. L. your reels mak’ spin, 
An’ practise daith on siller fin; 
Then hie ye to yon wayside inn, 


This Easter holiday. 


‘The Schoolhouse, Corstorphine. 
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V. 
FIRST ATTEMPT. 


(Tune—** Whistle o’er the lave o’t.’’) 


First whan fishin’ wi’ a flee 
Heav’n, | thocht, had come to me! 
Noo I've tried it, let me be !— 
Spier nae questions o’ me! 
Fred, kind fellow, fix’d my cast, 
An’ led me whar’ the troots hook fast; 
I tried my best, an’ tried my warst— 
Spier nae questions 0’ me! 


Wi’ fankled flees I had a fecht; 

My he’rt banged doon like chapper wecht; 

Hoo much I swore, hoo muckle pech’t— 
Spier nae questions o’ me! 

Tho’ croose an’ vogie made I speed, 

Still Hope slipp’t aff like knotless threed; 

Sad’s my he’rt, an’ sair’s my heid— 


Spier nae questions o’ me! 
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I whupp’t the pools till wrists were sair; 

I whisk’t the gut high intil air; 

An’ flang it oot baith faur an’ fair— 
But spier nae questions o’ me ! 

Hoo mony troots cam’ up to pree— 

Hoo mony rises took my e’e— 

Look in my creel—ye’ll aiblins see ! 


But spier nae questions o’ me ! 


Gordon Arms, Yarrow, Easter, 1912. 
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Vi. 


Reply to Miss M. A., Inspector of Schools, warning the 
*“ Sons of the Red Lamp”’ of the awful results (‘* Peter's 
judgment,”’ etc.) of Anglers’ yarns round the festive board. 


““ Sons o’ the Red Lamp,”’ dear, my leddy, 
Steek their moo’s frae anglers’ yarn ! 

Their Lamp o° Truth lowes bricht an’ steady, 
And * Anecdotal *’ tales they spurn ! 


They craw an’ caper at mornin’s daw; 
Here pedagogics fashes nane ! 

Bann'd is the ** Son’”’ wi’ stern fracaw ’ 
Wha thochts 0” schule or schedules hain ! 


Nor fear they the dint o’ Judgment Day ! 
Peter was fisher frae his birth ! 
He'd bear the gree—I'm baul’ to’ say— 


To vent a wheeze an’ hearten mirth ! 


Be they fidgin’ fain to fill the creel, 
An’ wile the finny sprites so fair, 
Oh, never a ‘‘ Son’” has dune so weel 


As he wha’s “* creeled’”” the caller air ! 


So, sweet my leddy, whan ye hear 
* O’ magic rod an’ routhie buird, 
To Gordon Arms !—stap in an’ spier— 


An’ welcome’s yours, I'll gie my word ! 
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VI. 
THE HARDEN SPURS. 


(The famous Harden spurs were sold by public auction— 
April, 1912—and bought by Sir Harold Harmsworth for the 
sum of 465 guineas. He is said to have presented them to the 


Master of Elibank.) 
IMAGINARY AUCTION. 


He staun’s wi’ his mallet uplifted hie; 

Aroon’ him are bidders frae faur an’ near; 
An’ the eager glint that’s in ilka e’e 

Mak’s croose the fain he’rt o' the auctioneer. 
** Hoo much am | bid ?—noo, offer me keen ! 

Juist guineas thretty—oh, fie, sirs, oh, fie ! 
For this talisman that, wi’ larder lean, 

Turn’t water to wine, an’ ‘coo’ intil ‘kye’ ! 
It’s fifty I'm bid !—as sure’s I’m a man! 

Hear ye the thud o’ the hoofs owre the lea? 
Hark! the Ferraras clash clan against clan, 

An’ heroes are danglin’ frae yon * hangin’-tree ° ! 
A hunder I’m bid! By ‘ the licht o’ the mune’ 

Northumberlan’ cattle rout up “* The Drive ’’; 
An’ peel tow’r an’ ha’ resoun’ wi’ the din 

O” glee that they’ve herried a Southron hive ! 
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‘Twa hunder I’m bid for this priceless lot ! 

* Hot-trod” they are hunted wi’ horn an’ houn’: 
By the naked blade o° a reiver Scot, 

There’s ne’er a twa hunder wad stap his woun’ ! 
It’s three that I’m offered !—then, by my feg! 

Noo Polwarth maun ken that gane is his poo’er, 
The Rose 0” Yarrow an’ Muckle-Mou'’d Meg 

Will turn i’ the mool at this evil ‘oor! 
Four hunder for signal o’ foray an’ fray !— 

By the sauls o° Auld Wat, o’ Ker, an’ o’ Home, 
An’ the shades that roun’ Dryhope an’ Harden stray— 

Nae battles hotter were foughten for Rome ! 
Four-fifty I’m bid !—by that I sud ken 

That the Border blude is leal as 0’ yore! 
That, booted an’ spurr’d, thro’ a *‘ Forest ”’ glen 

Ye'd herd in the kine tho’ spatter’d wi’ gore : 
Four-fifty it is !—come, sirs, are ye dune? 

It’s once! twice !—they’re going! What ?—fifteen mair ! 
Sold! Sir, they’re yours !—to you may they win 

A routh 0’ gude cheer gin cupboard be bare !”’ 


By my feth! was’t Harmsworth, a Soothron chiel, 
Wha’s crak’t up the glamour o” ballad an’ tale? 
The ‘‘ auld enemy's” he’rt can yet be leal 
To the ** derrin’-do "’ 9’ the Border dale! 
An’ gin it be true that the spurs o’ gilt 
Are gifted by you to Elibank’s care, 


] 
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May a’ Scottish he’rts break oot wi’ a lilt 

O”’ praise to Sir Harold for evermair ! 
May the Master cherish those relics rare 

That link Ettrick an’ Yarrow, in daithless fame; 
An’ tho’ foray an’ feud resoun’ nae mair, 

May kindlier deeds adorn his great name. 
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VL 


Lines on the occasion of the planting of an Oak Tree at 


Gordon Arms by the B.R.L. 


‘ 


IN HONOUR OF DUNCAN FRASER, THEIR “‘ CHIEF.”’ 


Yes, plant it deep, ye chosen few, 
Wi’ upricht stem an’ leafage fair, 
An emblem o’ the strong and true— 


Oor Chief—o’ virtues rich and rare. 


Nae marble caul’, but livin’ green 
Befits his gifts an’ graces warm; 
The glow o’ youth, an’ honour’s sheen 


Alike hae weather’d sun an’storm. 


** The child is father o’ the man””! 
His years are thochts o’ happy days; 
Frae youth to manhood may we scan 


A wealth o’ Nature’s roundelays. 


Nae end we mark o’ friendship dear, 
But culmination o’ its worth ! 

A new beginning mak’ we here, 
While yet he prees the joys o’ earth. 


B 17 


UNDER THE Rep Lamp. 


This benediction 0’ past deeds 
Is echo'd by ilk pool an’ nook; 
Oor heritage o’ noble creeds 


Is claimed by dale, an’ loch, an’ brook. 


Thou mavis frae the birken howes, 
Here pipe thy lilt baith lood an’ lang, 
Thou blackbird sportin’ ’mang the boughs 


Here nest an’ trill thy evensong. 


Ye hopes an’ hills an’ benty knowes, 
Your souls wi’ oors in union blen’; 


Proclaim alood oor filial vows 


To DUNCAN FRASER, wale 0’ men! 


Gordon Arms, April, 1912. 
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EX. . 
= WHIP TO THE By Rai. FOR EASTER; 1913. 


( Tune—** Why weep ye by the tide, ladye?’’) 


Why cow’r ye by the fire, laddie ? 
What ails that he’rt o’ thine? 

Shake aff the dool that hauds ye fast 
An’ dry your drummlie een, 

An’ dry your drummlie een, laddie, 
Drive Winter frae your mind; 


For Easter joys are near at han’ 


An’ Brithers leal an’ kind. 


There’s nocht in fame an’ name, laddie, 
Nae glee in hoardin’ gear; 

There’s nocht but care for you an’ me, 
Sae lang’s we tarry here. 

Then rax ye doon your rod an’ creel, 
-An’ busk a temptin’ flee; 

Losh ! that puts smeddum in your heel, 


An’ sunlicht in your e’e! 


The roasts are broon an’ prime, laddie, 
The scones are thick an’ fine; 

An’ Beattie’s frizzling troots, ye ken, 
Are rich as mellow wine! 

The Gordon’s doors are a’ ajar, 

An’ Bob staun’s whup in han’; 

The vera fish are dwinin’ sair 


~ For Duncan’s merry ban’. 


19 


UnDER THE Rep Lamp. 


ae 
APRIL IN YARROW. 


Oh, the sweet winds ruffle the benty; 
They breathe out a throb and a sigh 
For the sunlight and song that is coming, 
And the winter that has gone by. 
Though the drift still lurks on the hill-sides, 
The hour of blithe Nature is near, 
And each stream and tree, 


Breathe gladness to me 
And whisper ** ’Tis good to be here.” 


See the bright gems decking the landscape, 
The daisies and primroses fair, 
As they plead with an eloquence holy 
For truce from the thraldom of care. 
And the soft streams murmur their welcome; 
The feathered choir bear the refrain— 
‘“ Come and share a part 
Of the angel heart 
Of Flora, and join in her train.” 


From the foul mirk mantling the city, 
From her bustle, and din, and sighs, 

From the feud and the fury of striving, 
And the wailing that never dies; 
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To the undertone of the woodlands, 
To the presence of childhood’s bliss, 
Where each thrill and joy 
With our heart strings toy, 
And are sealed with the zephyr’s kiss. 


And the vain thoughts fretting our manhood 
Have fled like the mist of our dreams; 
And the yearnings that strive to undo us 
Have melted in purity s beams; 
And the glory of youth has possessed us 
In magical, loving embrace, 
And freedom from strife 
Gives a zest to life, 


And a ray from the Father’s face. 


Gordon Arms, Yarrow, Easter, 1913. 
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bE 
A MAID’S DILEMMA. 


He says I’m owre saucy an’ blate! 
Guidsakes ! but I dinna ken hoo ! 
An’ he gies fient a help to his Kate, 

For he boggles in luve like a coo! 


Whan your laddie is feckless an’ slow, 
An’ hankers at takin’ his ain, 
Like a gutcher in place o’ a joe, 


A lass maun her luvin’ jist hain. 


To be tholin’, an’ waitin’, an’ fain, 
When he glunches an’ glow’rs like a stirk, 
Js like fechtin’ the waves o the main, 


To end it in dool an’ in mirk. 


Feth! he’s fond o’ his aul’ spavit mare; 
She’s a kimmer ‘Il gie him nae fash; 


She'll nae jilt him nor kame oot his hair, 


Nor his fushionless heart sall she hash ! 


Noo, what can a puir lassie dae, 
Whar’ luve never lichtens the e’e? 
An’ I were a gowk—as I’m nae ! 
I'd dwine sae for luve that I’d dee. 
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He says that I’m fickle an’ pert! 
But it’s nae for a lassie to woo! 
Could he get but a keek in my he’rt, 


He’d wed me, an’ never wad rue ! 
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XII. 
DINNA, LASSIE, DINNA. 


To the Pianist at Duncan Fraser’s Lecture in Yarrow Hall, 


on the evening of 14th April, 1913. 


Lassie, dinna glint like that; 
Dinna, lassie, dinna ! 

Hoo my he’rt gangs pit-a-pat ! 
Dinna, lassie, dinna ! 

Sic a licht was never seen 

Glancin’ oot frae twa broon een; 

Doonricht blindin’ is their sheen— 


Dinna, lassie, dinna ! 


Wad ye blast my peace o’ min’? 
Dinna, lassie, dinna ! 

Wad ye that I life sud tine? 
Dinna, lassie, dinna ! 

Hide the glamry o° that broo, 

Veil the smiles o’ hinny moo’; 

Wad ye wreck my virtues few ? 


Dinna, lassie, dinna ! 


Dinna, lassie, sigh sae deep ! 
Dinna, lassie, dinna ! 
Or my he’rt its boon’s sall leap ! 


Dinna, lassie, dinna ! 
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Sweetly sing free daw till dark, 
Blithe an’ wanton as the lark, 
But ne'er sink my silly bark, 


Dinna, lassie, dinna ! 


Lassie, dinna look like that ! 
Dinna, lassie, dinna ! 

Dinna mar a cheery chat ! 
Dinna, lassie, dinna ! 

Ye are sweet an’ fair eichteen ! 

I hae fifty winters seen ! 

Forby ! my wife comes in atween ! 


(Sae) Dinna, lassie, dinna ! 
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XITIL. 
CAM’ COORTIN’ O’ ME. 


A wee bird sat on a hawthorn spray, 
Deep down in the heart o’ a dell : 

An’ oh, hoo he gurgled an’ fluted his lay 
As the tide o’ his love rose an’ fell. 

He preened oot his coat, an’ wi’ twitterin’ breast 
He strutted an’ flaunted wi’ glee; 

But my heart couldna echo his tender behest, 


For nae lover cam’ coortin’ o' me! 


A wee mate sat in a birk nar by, 
An’ she bobbit an’ flichtered fu’ fain; 

She spread oot her braws, an’ wi’ sidelin’s shy 
She chirped to his gallant refrain : 

An’ the revel o’ love gaed on wi’ the twain, 
While the saut tear blinded my e’e; 

There was naething in life but the stoon o’ the pain, 


For nae lover cam’ coortin’ °o me ! 


The Spring days are gane, an’ the Simmer time 
WY fledglin’s hae ’livened the grove; 

An’ their wanton notes in my bosom chime 
Wi’ the joy o’ a heart to its love: 

For han’ in han’ we hae whispered oor tale 
"Neath the shade o’ yon hawthorn tree; 

An’ I sing wi’ the birds in the leafy dale, 


For my lover cam’ coortin o’ me! 
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4 XIV. 
“TO PURDIE, 


THE OLD STONEBREAKER, OF YARROW, LONG AND 
WELL-KNOWN TO THE DEVOTEES OF THE GORDON ARMS. 


Eh, Purdie? ye “* hae seen the day” ! 
I'll warrant it’s the truth ye say— 
That life was ance a’ sunny May 

Wi wife an’ weans; 
An’ days ran like a roundelay 

Whan nappin’ stanes. 


They're wede awa’, your cronies dear, 

Wha filled the kintra side wi’ cheer, 

An’ kicked up mony an unco steer 
To lively strains : 

I trow for pranks ye had nae peer— 


Done nappin’ stanes. 


Whan floorets glinted owre the lea, 

An’ birdies sang on ilka tree, 

An’ love-licht darted frae yon e’e— 
Whan a’ yer lanes, 

Your thochts were ne’er on rantin’ spree, 


Nor nappin’ stanes. 
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When Maggie, Mary, Jess, or Jean, 

Tripp’t lichtly oot upo’ the green, 

An’ played a pliskey wi’ her een, 
Ye'd mak’ nae manes, 

But buckle tae— as I hae seen 


Ye nappin’ stanes. 


To play at love or dance a spring, 
To mak’ the roof an’ rafters ring, 
An’ hae a daffin’ canty fling 
That brings nae pains, 
Mak’ mirk an’ dowie Time tak’ wing, 


Like nappin’ stanes. 


Blithe hearts mak’ langest days speed fast, 
An’ lichtens ilka grief that’s past; 
An’ ye'll be gleesome to the last, 
Tho’ stiff yer banes, 
An’ brave your winter's snellest blast, 


Tho’ nappin” stanes. 


The City lads wi’ rod an’ creel 

Frae days o’ yore hae kent ye weel, 

A Border callant, stieve an’ leal, 
Come shine or rains; 

A doughty, skilly, matchless chiel 
At nappin’ stanes. 
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Hear ye the prayers 0’ ane an’ a’: 

May joys be great, your cares be sma’; 

May ilka stoon be charmed awa’, 
While life remains; 

An’ may your heart hae ne’er a thraw 


When nappin’ stanes. 
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XV 
**WHIP’’ TO THE B. R. L. FOR EASTER, 1914. 
(These ‘* Whips *’ were discontinued during the War.) 


(Tune—‘‘ The Better Land.’’) 


Come lilt wi’ me o’ a “ better land,”’ 
Whar’ “ Brithers a’ ’” mak’ a happy band, 
Whar’ the pilgrim would for aye abide; 
Ken ye that land at Eastertide ? 
Is’t whar’ the tourists’ din is heard, 
In the Oberland or the Boulevard ? 

Not there, not there, my friend. 


Does the “* flying squad’ 0’ oor Doctor T. 
Rule in that land whar’ we pine to be? 
Dae cranks cry up their special lore, 
An’ fads float in frae a foreign shore ? 
Is’t whar’ Mentessori points the way, 
An’ ilk Chassevant bairn’s a prodigy ? 

Not there, not there, my friend. 


Is’t whar’ Allocation’s voice is high, 
An’ Wider Areas fill the eye? 
Whar’ Congress stalwarts pass their time, 
An’ licht the land wi’ talk sublime ? 
Or is’t whar’ Five-brained Boards haud sway 
Aneath the Rural milky-way ? 

Not there, not there, my friend. 
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Pure are the joys o the Beattie-land, 
Ruled by the Chief 0’ the Red Lamp band; 
Rich are the gifts frae that bounteous store, 
Seek it, my brother, an’ pine no more; 
For beyond the clutch o’ the warl’s alarms 
Is the Fellowship 0’ the Gordon Arms. 


Come away, come away, my friend. 
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XVI. 
YARROW—EASTER, 1914. 


Again we have fled from the City’s din, 
With her Terrace, and Crescent, and Row, 

With her streets drawn out, and her pavements grim, 
And their jostling come-and-go. 

We're back to the sight o’ hilly sweep, 
And the scent o’ the Benger fr, 

To the swish o’ the waves on St Mary’s strand 


That the westlin’ breezes stir. 


We have left the fret and the toil o” the day; 
Behind are the hiss and the cheer : 

The great ones of earth may laurels win, 
And the miser clutch his gear : 

For us, the “hiss ”’ 0’ the wayside trees, 
The “* cheer’’ 0’ the songsters bold, 

And the battle won 0’er a lusty trout, 


Are “* gear’”’ that is purest gold. 


Let them buy and sell in their eager haste, 
And pawn their souls for gain; 

Let them scramble and scheme for pride o’ place, 
With a greed that we deem insane : 

For us, we will stand on yon mountain top, 
Where the great winds buffet and blow, 

Let them toss us about like the autumn leaves 


Of the woodland far below. 
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But whether the sky be foul or fair, 
There’s never a breeze impure; 

And whether the creels are heavy or light, 
There’s never a look demure : 

For our hearts keep tune to entrancing strains, 
From river, and loch, and wood; 

And the grip o’ a comrade’s hand brings joy 
To the hearts in’ our Brotherhood. 


Gordon Arms, Yarrow, April, 1914. 
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XVII. 
THE SPIRIT OF THE WILDS. 


A random wielder of a random wand, 
Through Spring-awakened land, 
*Mid whisperings of trees, 


Quaffs wine of Nature in each quickening breeze. 


An idle singer of an idle lay 
Lilts merrily his way, 
Heedless of praise or blame. 


If, haply, singing hearts he beat to flame. 


A rustic weaver of a rustic tale 
Feels Elfland to prevail, 
And lists a maiden’s cry 


In frantic echoings cleave a fateful sky. 


A wayward dreamer of a wayward plan 
Of Brotherhood to man, 
Hears gospelings of Love 
That down the centuries have thrilled the grove. 


A throbbing heart within a throbbing breast 
Here thankfully finds rest, 
Sees with revisioned eyes 


Where Lowliness may kneel, and Faith uprise. 
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x VILE. 
ADVICE. 


On Friday (24th April), an hour before leaving for the 
City, the Scribe took out of the Yarrow, opposite the Gordon, 
a trout of | lb. 3 oz. with a big hook baited with *‘ creeper.”’ 


A word of advice to my B. R. L. band, 
To save each returning a weeper, 

If a nineteen ounce fellow you're itching to land, 
Try a hook that is baited with creeper ! 


** Tis blowing a gale’’> Heed not Boreas’ blast, 
“Tis the hour to bewitch the big leaper; 
Trust not to your wrist nor the strength of your cast, 


But swing in a hook with a creeper ! 


Don't drive to the loch, or foot mile on mile, 
But seek ye where Yarrow runs deeper; 
Discard your March Brown and Waltonian style, 
And drop in a hook with a creeper ! 


Take a stroll from the door, and above the Inn brig, 
Where a neck of the river runs steeper, 
Just mark where the water spreads out brown and big, 


There’s the spot for a hook and a creeper ! 
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‘**Tis nigh time for lunch ** >? Never fret about that, 
When the harvest awaits the keen reaper ! 

Drop a lunch to the fellow that lies in that flat, 
In the guise of a hook with a creeper ! 


A pin for your casts, and your artistic play ! 
Here’s an art that is very much cheaper, 

In the very last hour of the very last day, 
Haul him in on a hook with a creeper! _ 
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XIX. 


NOCTES GORDONIANAE—“ IN MOCK 
HEROS. 


(After the Annual Bost of the B. R. L., the music of the 
““ Concertmeister ’’ proved too much for the “‘ itching limb "° 
of two of the Brethren, with the result described below.) 


Pierian nymphs who frisk in rythmic lay, 
From Helicon the fluty Euterpé, 

Bright Terpsichoré of the dancing foot, 
And Eraté who strikes the lover’s lute, 
With masked Thalia and her tambourine, 
Did order forth to grace our festive e’en : 
But like a leader of the bright and gay, 
Musagetes kept back Melpomené. 


*Tis said that Magda, Celtic God of Earth, 

Was ne'er averse to nights of joyous mirth; 

And though reputed sturdy porridge eater, 

Yet, Muse inspired, he made old Time speed fleeter; 
And from his living harp such music charmed, 

That sweetly ‘raptured mortals round him swarmed. 
And Pan, Arcadian Pan—melodic goat— 

Was wont to tempt the nymphs with syrinx note, 
And pipe them through the mazy woodland dance, 
While feet beat fast and shapely limbs did glance. 
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But wand’ring minstrels and their harps melodic, 
Aforetime gleemen and their songs Teutonic, 
All hoary chanters of heroic lays, 

And troubadours who twanged of lovers’ ways— 
Nor sistrum, flageolet, or xylophone, 

Accordion, Clarionet, or big Trombone, 

Or e’en the dulcet strains of Concertina, 

Couid match our Yorston and his Ocarina ! 

The cuckoo’s notes came wafting through the vale, 
And breathing flute notes rang by hill and dale; 
The blackbird caught the ocarina’s note 

And well-nigh wrecked his polyphonous throat 
In emulation keen : but all in vain, 


No ** wood-notes wild’ could match the rich refrain. 


The Doric Pindar sang in dithyrambs, 

And fired the hearts of Dionysus’ lambs; 
Anacreon, too, the lyricist of wine, 

E’en vied with Horace of the farm Sabine, 

““ Nunc est bibendum !’” was the votive note 
That fired their muse and tuned the thirsty throat. 
Our prince of Concertmeisters, be it said, 
Drew’s inspiration from sweet lemonade; 

Or did he break his aérated vow, 

His genius throve on soda and the cow! 

But what of that? E’en in a Gordon brother, 
What’s food to one is poison to another ! 


38 


UNDER THE Rep Lamp. 


Nor need had he for pipes or philabeg 

To rouse the latent vim of rhythmic leg; 

For when from’s pouch he fetched harmonicon, 
And ran impassioned lips the reeds upon, 
Such music ‘gan suffuse the festive hall 

As played upon the hearts of Brethren all. 


As sunshine routs the chills of winter day, 

Care took its flight at strains of “‘ Duncan Gray ”’; 
Ass sunshine conjures Nature’s sweetest smile, 

So brows were smoothed with “* Lass o’ Ballochmyle,”’ 
The merry notes shed joy where’er they fell, 


And thrilled the heart with Music’s potent spell. 


But these were only preludes to the play, 

As peeping sun foretells resplendent day; 

For when the minstrel seized his instrument 

In skilly hands, and through its portals sent 

Montrosian wind in volumes great and small, 

Such ecstasy of music swept the hall 

That fixed Decorum dropped all settled rule, 

And hummed and bobbed like child let loose from school. 


Let doctors vaunt of tonics therapeutic, 
Ne’er nostrum nerves like gleesome diatonic; 
For when our Pan, from lilts of love and wine, 


Sowthed marches, pibrochs, and laments divine; 


“See, 
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When reels and ’speys poured from the Muse’s lap, 
With quavers, semi-quavers, "snap" on. “‘ snap,” 
And when a wealth of ‘‘ warblers ”’ graced the tunes 
The soul of “* Tullochgorum ’’ seized the loons. 

“* Corstorphine ’” leered at ** Forfar,’’ he at him, 
And each tried hard to curb the. itching limb. 

While Pandean pipes blew forth in fuller notes, 
And trills were heard from unaccustomed throats— 
Up sprang the twain, their souls with music frantic, 
And lost themselves in pedal-choric antic. 

From our own selves our best delights aye come— 


So here’s a springy pandemonium ! 


As mated by foreordinating care— 

Frisky as lambs upon the meadows fair— 

Or rather, sure of foot as mountain goats, 

They beat out rhythms to the liquid notes. 
The Brethren ‘* Hooch ’’ ! and clear a vantage space, 
And e’en the glasses vie the scene to grace, 

And add their chiming notes to those of John, 
Harmonica ekes oot harmonicon ! 

To ** Petronella ’’ daintily they set, 

And glide and curtsey & la minuet : 

Anon the bold Schottische makes dancers burn, 
And blood run high to ev’ry fling and turn : 

But when Strathspey bursts into gleesome Reel, 
The floor resounds with measured toe and heel; 
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Pan blew his pipes with loud and louder din 

To see the coatless Guest bound lithely in, 

And leap and fling like dervish dancing-mad, 
With grace to make e’en Terpsichoré glad : 

They thump, they spring, and wildly round they whirl, 
While floor and rafter make unwonted dirl : 

They set, they cross, and with athletic cleek 

They swing to place, perspiring nose and cheek. 
Through doors and windows startled natives peer, 
To view the pedagogues in cantrips queer : 

And aye th’ enthralling music swells and quickens, 
And sets them off again—*' the very Dickens ”” ! 


The Chief above, on slumber full intent, 
Awakes to fears that sore his calmness rent : 
Germanic warships hove into his mind, 

And nameless terrors grim his senses bind; 
Till catching strains rehearsed in earlier day 


He turned, and deeper plunged in Blanket Bay. 


On with the dance! no Waterloo is there, 

Nor e’en a Donnybrook disturbs the air ! 

’Tis ‘* Forfar’s ’’ toe that helps ‘* Corstorphine’s *” heel 

To rouse a riot that might scare the de’il ! 

And, truth! the Brethren’s “‘ Hooch!’’ and cheering 
laughter 

Incite the madcap pair from daft to dafter. 
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But ravishment of Music’s swell and sway, 
Enchanting motion’s mazy glide and play, 

With high endeavour, sure are doomed to fail, 
And stout endurance out of time to pale; 
Perfervid ardour pays for its excess, 

And Nature, Shylock-like, claims stern redress : 
High ecstasy no mortal care can fend, 

And ev'ry joy comes quickly to its end. 

Old Madga, puffing Pan, and Rab the Ranter, 
Musagetes, and Mac of stirring. chanter, 

Rolled into one—a grand totality, 

‘Quintessence of the Muses—yclept Y—— : 

‘Yet, mounted on the wind as was his art, 

‘The notes came lab’ring hard in puff and start : 
The Turkey Trot in Roma’s stately pace, 

‘The Bunny Hug allied to Egypt’s grace, 

The dashing Tango wed to Grecian art, 

Brazilian Maxixe in glide and dart, 

‘Co-mingle in the climax of the dance; 

The “* bests ’’ of each the mighty whole enhance; 
Ding dullness to the dogs! they care n’a fig, 

And end the hotch-potch in an Irish jig : 

For one mad whirl the music swelled supreme, 
While puff and pant came forth in copious stream : 
With fling, and spring, and final shout terrific, 
‘They flop “ empulped,’’ but calling for ** specific ’’ ! 
A cheer rounds off the co-saltations frisky— 
‘They bibulate in water mixed with—aqua ! 
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EASTER, 1917. 


Four Waltons from the City sped, 
Through whirling drifts, in mocking snow; 
In bitter gusts by Boreas fed, 
And from his bleakest caverns led, 

The madcaps dared to go. 


*Mid dreary days of Arctic sting 

The Winter's darg they’d plodded through, 
Cheered by the hope that, come the Spring, 
“Tired hearts would soar on wanton wing, 


And Easter joys renew. 


Alas, the truth J must indite : 

O’er Paddy Slacks they hied in glee; 

But ’freshing dews were cranreuch white, 

And sunny scenes bore frosty blight, 
And mute was bush and tree. 


“The Gordon was as bright as yore, 
And Mrs Beattie’s board as bien; 
And though the blast blew round the door, 
"The dear old inn had mirth in store, 
For Y—— was snug within ! 
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The doughty ** guest ’” of former days, 

Was there as Brother in the core, 

To eke the chat and join the lays 

That nightly six bold ** Lampies ”’ raise 
With voice and vim galore. 


Each ev’ning was a feast of fre 

But, come the morn, then came the dool; 
For mountain bree came flooding dun, 
The Yarrow’s banks were outward spun, 


And sullen was each pool. 


** Dear Borderland of Song ’’ !—my eye! 
There’s ne’er a note in all the vale! 
** Sweet Yarrow’s Braes ’’’ !—oh, what a sigh 
Comes soughing through the murky sky 
At such a factless tale ! 


‘* Oh, Summer's joys are Winter's dreams ’” | 

Are they ? by gum! ask brethren four ! 

They've whipped the loch and stalked the streams, 
Their strong remarks could cover reams, 


And still have stock in store ! 


St Mary’s, sulky, dull and grim, 
Ne’er sports a fin, ne’er flicks a dart: 
The chilly snaws that swirl and brim, 
Make vain the skill of dexter limb, 
And break each angling heart. 
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The Yarrow, headlong rushing, sneers 
At Andrew’s best riparian cast; 

And Fred plies hard, on verge of tears, 
That gone are records of the year, 


In vain the glorious past ! 


The Chief at home in ** durance vile,” 
And Thomas spurning hum of reel, 
With A. P. plying hoe the while, 
And Robert distant many a mile, 


Had each as “‘ heavy "” creel ! 


‘Can it be war? Can graceless Hun 
Affect the sport in Yarrow vale > 
Has Kerchensteiner blurred the sun, 


And, spy-like, bribed the waters dun, 


To cause the angler’s wail ? 


‘Weak-butting lambkins on the hills, 
‘That scarce find food to eke out life; 


The angry cock-grouse venting ills, 
The whaup’s wild scream that silence kills, 


Make here the sum of strife ! 


‘Oh, doleful year! Oh, barren Spring ! 

Oh, Nineteen-seventeen’s tale of woe ! 

Long may the Brethren sport and sing, 

But ne'er may Time such fishing bring, 
As Easters come and go. 
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XXI. 
RHYMING LETTER TO J. Y.., 


IN REPLY TO ONE RECEIVED IN “‘ HUNDRED PIPERS’ VERSE. 


When *‘ Mary’s’” was a barren shore, 

When Spring wi’ Winter steeked the door, 

And gusty win’s soughed ‘lang the floor, 
Cam’ strange wild strains 


That through the lichted ha’ did pour 


Frae hills an’ plains. 


Cam’ Pan wi’ raven, crispy locks, 
Nae knotted horns to gie us shocks, 
Nor cloven hoof keek’t frae his socks, 
Nor shanks frae trews; 
But jist a man like ither folks— 
Fou o’ the Muse. 


Vagrantin’ frae Montrose awa, 
He cam’ some frozen hearts to thaw, 
And wi’ a demi-goddish blaw 
The vine-clad hills 
oO’ Syracusan haunts they saw, 


An’ tined their ills. 
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Against a Doric slab he leans, 
An’ Music’s mystic wings he preens, 
Invokin’ a’ his rythmic frien’s 

To join the rant; 
Gane curbstane jars, gane city scenes, 

And best—gane cant ! 


As when on Trinacrina’s braes 

The nymphs an’ shepherds, at his lays, 

Fell to a spring an’ wagged their taes 
An’ fauns did frisk, 

Sae Lampies’ hearts were in a blaze, 


An’ heels gaed brisk. 


What though the trooties answered “* Nay,”” 
An’ vernal sun ne’er shot a ray ! 
Wi’ pipin’-harpin’ Pan to play 
Inspirin’ strains, 
lk waesome fisher feels his sway, 


An’ gane are granes | 


PS. 
Oh, Pan, man, Pan, ye’re gettin’ dafter } 
Or else my “* pan”’ is growin’ safter ! 
My vest is rived wi’ hearty laughter, 
Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha! 
Guidsakes, my roarin’ dang the rafter, 


An’ al! An a! 
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Oor Brither Tam by Leader’s banks 

Is keen ye jag aul’ Peg’us’ flanks, 

An’ as I'm laith to spile his pranks, 
Ava! Ava! 

I’ve sent you on some Musey yanks, 
O’ jaw! O' jaw! . 
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XXII. 
YARROW—EASTER, 1918. HERE! THERE! 


The sun rides high o’er the peaceful dale; 
The lark is carolling clear; 

The new-born leaf is gilding the vale, 
And old sweets of Spring are here : 

But there the trumpet and gleaming sword, 
And the slaughter that knows no stay, 

Show Horror rampant, and Malice lord, 

: And Love of Man at bay. 


The soul of Summer is waking here 
In the glory of bud and song; 

There’s never a cirge for the listening ear 
As Yarrow swings along : 

But there—and there—in the whirl of doom 
The face of the sun is grey, 

And Nature escapes from a barren womb, 


- Where Love of Man’s at bay. 


‘The teams strain hot at the cleaving blade; 
The grain is flung forth with joy; 
In the valley below ‘neath the steading’ s shade, 
The maids with the lambkins toy : 
But the nostrils of steeds are belching flame, 
With a shell-shriek for a neigh; 
And women face death unseemly to name, 


Where Love of Man’s at bay. 
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"Tis hard—soul-hard—that heroes should fall, 
As if Life were a blasted Fate ! 

But utterly bitter the lot of all 
Who can only chafe and wait : 

Mid the brattle of guns and through tragic gloom 
They're merged in the soul of the fray; 

While we are engulfed in a living tomb, 
For Love of Man at bay. 


Shall flush of dawn, the trembling star, 
And the evening’s witching glow; 

Shall thrill of song, from near and far, 
And the cloudlets come-and-go; 

Breathe not to hearts through the sleepless night 
A Faith for that Dawning Day, 

Where never shall Right be marred by Might, 
Nor Love of Man at bay ? 
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REIT: 


WHIP’ TO THE B. R. L. FOR EASTER, 1919. 
(First “‘ Wuip’’ since 1914.) 


‘RUBAIYAT ” OF THE SCRIBE. 


Gone is the Tyrant and his Song of Hate; 

Gone Haunting Dreads that shook our Noble State; 
The Night of Doubt makes speed to Glorious Day; 
Then let us Live with Heart and Soul elate ! 


The Star of Peace is twinkling in the Sky; 

List to a Voice within the Tavern cry, 

Fling Coupons to Thy Spouse, take Cash-in-Hand, 
And haste where Mutton roasts and Trooties fry ! 


Heroes untold have bled, and Myriad Woes 
Have well-nigh wrecked our Hopes and curled our Toes; 
But still the Fish are wanton to be creeled, 


And still the Yarrow by the Gordon flows ! 


There with a Beattie “‘ Snack,’” inlaid enow, 
That Flask of Thine, a Bag of Worms—and Thou 
Beside me fishing in the Borderland, 

Then Borderland is Paradise | trow ! 


To Loch and River as the Corby hies, 

For this is Gospel, and the Rest is Lies : 

There shalt Thou learn the Greatest Truth of Life— 
No Mortal Bliss is Perfect without Flies ! 
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Old Khayyam staked his Being on the Bowl, 
And swore the Pot was Mankind’s Truest Goal; 
But, Brother, heed not Omar's Fantasy— 

Hark to St Mary’s Call—and save Thy Soul ! 


Schoolhouse, Corstorphine. 
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is 
WAR—1914. 


Fraternity is dead. The olive wand 
Of Peace is snapped in Havoc’s impious strife : 
War stalks in ghastly pride throughout the land, 
And Ruin mocks the verities of Life. 
The bells of joy are hushed by martial drum; 
The sky is dark with preying eagles’ wings; 
The hospitable gate is barred with doom; 
The dome of heaven with doleful clamour rings. 
The pent-up fire has burst its brittle crust, 
And livid bolts tear up the murky sky : 
Truth from her vantage-ground is thrust, 


And Freedom prays with agonising cry. | 


But what of God? This wilderness of crime, 
In blackest night empalled, must yield 

Its hideous crop to truth-illumined Time : 
Nor shall a prayer give Sin its needed bield. 


It must be so: else what is Love and Life 

If maniacs’ dreams can shatter worlds amain, 
Breathing their murderous whirlwind in a strife 

That rends the Earth with million-throated pain ? 
May ermined fiends abuse their humankind, 

And unscathed send a Judas cry to God? 
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May cursed adventurers their heaven find, 

While conscience-guided peoples bite the sod? 
Fair Nature’s tints are smeared in purple deep, 

The wheaten stalks give place to blades of death; 
What of the harvest when there’s none to reap ? 

And shall the vandals draw luxurious breath ? 


The freeman’s soul must be thy underling ! 
Thou haunting terror of usurping days 
Know that the god of brutish force doth fling 
‘His numbing fetters o’er the victor’s bays ! 
Man never knew a thrall so brutish low 
As when the soul is bound by lawless end; 
But wealth of liberty the soul can know, ; 
Though buried in a tyrant’s loathsome den. 
Imperial brokers in the blood of man 
Must surely face the muster-roll, foredoomed 


Eternally to bear the nations’ ban, 


Where knighthood and fair chivalry have bloomed. 


As flood that beats on adamantine rock 
Is broken back in massed and maddened foam, 
So shall thy baffled legions breast the shock, 
So shattered, meet inevitable doom. 
The cycle of the years shall mock thy pride 
That now mounts wanton in its selfish flight; 
The gilded paths of crime no cant may hide, 
While Honour’s rays reveal the fiends of night; 
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Thou regal suicide! Worlds view aghast, 
In shuddering wonder, thy obsession grim ! 
Just Heaven’s artillery shall blast 
Thy shame-built outposts, thy vain-glory dim. 
Back ! back ! blood-drunken despot, hie thee back ! 
Thy haughty schools of ** culture "” nought avail ! 
Right’s purifying fire is on thy track, 
Though fortresses and ranks against thee fail. 


Nor dare we doubt the Providence o'erhead, 
Though shrieking Night pours down its rain of blood =: 
A nobler life shall bless our victim-dead : 
Triumphant Hope shall cleave our darkest cloud. 
Rise, Lord, decree a patriot’s Pentecost; 
Dash bitter chalice from our trembling hands; 
Remould the nations from this holocaust, 
And flash thy sun of Peace athwart the lands 


Schoolhouse, Corstorphine. 
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II. 
THE LAND OF THE FREE. 


Britain, Great Britain, the Land of the Free ! 
Round thy bold mountains re-echoes the strain; 
Borne on the floods o’er the measureless sea, 


Back to our hearts it is wafted again ! 


Strong in thy justice, and firm as thy oak, 
Empire of Liberty, march on thy way ! 

Still let thy sturdy arm strike off the yoke, 
Bringing the bondsman, in joy, to thy sway. 


Britons, staunch Britons, far over the seas, 
Plant deep the flag that your forefathers bore; 
Spread out its folds to imperial breeze, 


Guard it with pride and the valour of yore. 


Age-worn and blood-stained and riddled with shot, 
Slashed by the swordsmen and ribboned with spears— 
Heirs of the past it is yours without blot, 


Fend it with life as your ancestors’ peers ! 


Shout the old war-cries of “‘ Freedom ”’ and ** Right,”’ 
Sons of our sea-kings and warriors true; 

Strike for the Throne, ever pure in the fight, 
Sing out in praise of the Red, White, and Blue! 


58 


UnNpDER THE Rep Lamp. 


Britain, Great Britain, the Land of the Free! 
Strong in their wills as the sweep of the wind, 


Sons of thy soil shout with patriot glee— 
“God for Britannia, her flag for Mankind’ ! 


Schoolhouse, Corstorphine, 1914. 
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Ii. 
NEVER—NOW—BUT 


There’s never a day dawns freshly now 
But a cloud obscures the sky : 

There’s never a breeze blows westward now 
But it wafts a hero’s cry. 

A mother in heart is ranging lone, 

_ Down the ranks, in sodden fields, 

_ Where faces are hard and hearts are stone 


And ’reft of the love that shields. 


There’s never a night wears into day 
But a “‘ brave ’’ is seen to fall : 
There’s never a turn in the hellish fray 
But a loved one hears The Call. 
A father in spirit proudly fights 
By his lads in the trenches grim; 
And by ghastly days and through lurid nights: 
He follows the battle’s whim. 


There’s never a lass looks seaward now 

But an eye is dimmed with tears; 
But ever she smoothes the boding brow 
As she smiles away her fears : 

For lover of hers is brave and true, 
And he went at Duty’s call: 

With a bit of luck to bear him through, 
They will kiss when despots fall. 
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Be’t mother, or wife, or sweetheart fair, 
Or sister with fearful heart, 

Not one of them all would wish or dare 
To weaken his manly part ! 

All honour to each dear kneeling soul ! 
Now her faith is fraught with sighs; 

But blessed is she from Pole to Pole 
When the night of fury dies ! 


Schoolhouse, Corstorphine, 1915. 
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IV. 
CERES IN WARTIME. 


Sat Ceres on her weeping stone beside the well bewailing 
The quick and pregnant seed-corn that the crush of men 


had trod; 
And the eyes of the corn-mother see ne’er a stalk prevailing, 
See but her children’s food-crop trampled foul into the sod. 


By night she fended biting winds; by day the sun was beaming, 

So man might reap the ripened ears that bear the bread of 
life : 

But the harvest lies ungarnered, not a golden patch is gleaming, 


For the sodden fields are dripping in the crimson rain of 
strife. 


The jocund teamster’s carolling is silenced down the furrow 
In the rip and wrench of shelling that hurtles through the 
sky; 
And the gleaners gather fragments of the wrecks that sprawl 
and burrow, 
As they stab and curse the War-god, and stabbing, cursing 
die. 


Oh, woe is me, my children, that so hot and red’s the water, 


That floods the fields of Mother Earth, and chokes the 


tender grain ! 
For mighty Mars is gloating in a harvest-time of slaughter, 
With his engines of destruction that shriek across the plain. 


Schoolhouse, Corstorphine, 1916. 
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Vv. 
EOD} 


"Mid the rupture and the fury of the floods, 
Hail we land! 

In the welter and the seething of the bloods, 
Lo! Thy hand! 


We are puppets and the playthings of Thy plan, 
Reads the Scroll; 

But the Wisdom of the Ages lays the ban, 
Takes the toll. 


From the wallow of this miry slough of Hate 
Comes release; 

From the shrieking of the breaking Wheel of Fate 
There comes Peace. 

For the millions who are moaning in the night 
Dawn is nigh; 

To the millions who are broken in the fight 
Thou art by. 


*Mid the anguish and the shatter of our kin 
Let us smile; 

While we're purging out the body of this sin 
Yet awhile. 
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Days of carnage, years of horror and of gloom, 
In Thy mill, 

For the tyrant are hestenemeatehn. doom, 
In Thy will. 


With the rowel!’d flanks of battle on we sweep, 
Who shall blame? 

While the harvest of the Victor now we reap, 
In Thy name. 


To our doubtings in the riddle of the End 
Rings the Knell; 

For the Shadow and the Sunshine Thou dost send : 
All is well! 


‘Schoolhouse, 5/11/18. 
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Viz 


WILLIAM BRIMS, 


A, MEMBER OF THE B. R. L. Diep DECEMBER 30TH, 
1914. 


Heaven seals the Book of Fate : 
We know not why the shadows press around; 
We dare not ask why tread we hallowed ground; 
Ours but the present state : 


Death keeps no calendar where men may read 


What time the sickle shall make fond hearts bleed. 


We mourn a Brother dead : 
The kindred spirit rich with friendship stored, 
The cheery word that lighted up the board, 
In fitful haste have sped : 
The form, the face, the gentleness of trust— 


In Mem’ry’s urn we keep the treasured dust. 


Schoolhouse, Corstorphine, January, 1915. 
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Wits 


WILEIAM DD) ELDERS F- RISC oath Eels 


A MemBER OF THE B. R. L. 
Diep 26TH JANUARY, 1916. 


He was amongst us just the merest space 
Of time. Those yesterdays seem all so short = 
A few brief hours our souls did interlace, 


And heart with heart consort. 


All in the dusk of Friendship are we met; 
The message of his going hems us in; 
Like to a homing bird his wings were set, 


Weary, his rest to win. 


Oh, sunshine, song, and bird-enlivened tree ! 
Oh, hilly sweep, and flower-emblazoned dell f 
Oh, blithesome Nature, bountiful and free ! 


He’s gone, who loved thee well. 


Schoolhouse, Corstorphine, January, 1916. 
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VIII. 


FIRST-LIEUTENANT ATHOL ROBERTSON, 


2ND ARGYLL AND SUTHERLAND HIGHLANDERS. 
Diep oF WOUNDS RECEIVED IN ACTION—AGED 19. 


A few brief summers and a bltghting frost; 
A trail of glory in the shadows lost; 
A victor’s laurels for the utmost cost; 


- O, strange exchange ! 


Gentle as woman’s was the manly soul; 


] 


Keen as a sword to play the hero’s role; 


But ruthless War decreed the fatal toll; 


O, grim exchange! 


A day of patriot’s duty nobly done; 
A warzior’s victory in asetting sun; 
A flash of manhood—and a race is run ! 


O, woeful change ! 


Eternal prospects greet the closing eye; 
The flick’ring taper has lit up the sky : 
He lives in strength; “tis we who feebly die! 


O, wondrous change ! 


Schoolhouse, Corstorphine, March, 1916. 
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IX. 
JOHN PATERSON (JACKY), 
ARGYLL AND SUTHERLAND HIGHLANDERS. 


KILLED IN ACTION, 3RD SEPTEMBER, 1917, 
IN HIS 21ST YEAR. 


‘We do not grieve that Death should claim the old : 
But, God, what crimson floods of throbbing youth 

Well from our homesteads, and benumb the hold 
We, trusting, still would have of Love and Truth! 


Say not that worth, ambition, soul expire 

With hero’s parting breath. The splendid gain 
Of full eternity is in the fire 

Of ardent manhood on the altar slain. 


How dark the night is after glowing noon ! 
The sad stars twinkle on his lonely mound; 
Calmly he rests beneath the darkling moon, 


That, mournful, keeps her guard o’er hallowed ground. 


Rest, youthful warrior, now thy duty’s done : 
Sleep on untroubled by a world at strife : 
Wait, with thy weeping ones, the Rising Sun, 
When Hate shall yield to Love, and Death to Life. 


Schoolhouse, Corstorphine, September, 1917. 
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I. 
IN SCHOOL. 


Resistless beat of feet and play of limb 

In bond : and minds vibrate to touch of mind 

In harmony or discord, as designed 
By flash of knowledge or in problem grim. 
To-morrow’s mazy fate to them is dim: 

The depths and brunt of living undefined : 

And though the eyes be grave and foreheads lined, 
‘They scarcely tread the path of learning’s rim. 


Those pigmies, germing forth through mutual strife, 
Are nurslings of the gods for brand or fame; 
The saint and sinner, lord and suppliant slave, 

Who sum the strange epitome of life. 

Who'd dare to doubt that here’s potential aim 


To wreck a nation, or a world to save ? 
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IL. 
ON THE PLAYGROUND. 


With mirth and merriment they speed along; 
Those sturdy,-supple limbs rout in and out, 
As panting rivals strain in lusty shout, 
While rosy hue of youth suffuse the throng. 
In ecstasy of energy, and strong 
The thwarting currents counter bout with bout; 
Then wreathe the victors and the vanquished flout 
In brawling cheer or snatchy triumph song. 
Those embryonic citizens at play— 
Pulsing through law and licence into life, 
With roysterings that know not Honour’s blench, 
Quaffing the vintaged chalice of the fray, 
Are heroes’ brood in training ’gainst the strife 


That looms o’er hearth and home, in street and trench- 
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Se a ee ee 


IIT. 
ON SHAKESPEARE. 


O, mighty-visioned Bard ! who reign’ st supreme, 
Whose clear-convincing brain, on eagle wings, 
Blends Art and Nature in high-soaring theme, 
Encircling swarthy earth in fairy rings; 
Thy all-embracing mind’s impartial sway 
Guides souls to restful bliss through blinding wiles; 
And sable worlds of frail impassioned clay 
Shudder through dungeons to enchanted isles. 
The stifling hands of Nemesis must seize 
Your “* sicklied’’ Prince, with Falstaff, peerless sot ! 
And Portian diction mix with Bottomese, 
As these hold permanence in mortals’ lot. 
Sublime in mind and mood, transcending rhyme, 


Thy garlands gather with the march of Time. 
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IV. 
ON * A MIDSUMMER NIGHT'S DREAM.”’ 


An English village bathed in Indian night : 
And village elves—complotting mystic fays— 
That hide in acorn cups their length of days, 

And sway the mortal vale in moonbeam light; 

A sketchy world of mortals, moth-like, flit 
Pursuing airy foes and mazy fears; 
While trickster Puck the erring eyeball smears 


With juice that crises works on human wit. 


And “bully ’’ Bottom, ** buskin’d’’ in bombast, 
And fain to be an ** Ercles *’ in the play, 

“* Gleeks *’ at a queert while’s stomach craves for hay! 
With asinine sublimity o’ercast. 

A web of tangled dreams from “* Fancy’s Child ” 


Imagination robed in woodnotes wild ! 
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V. 
ON PUCK 


(* MrpsuMMER NicHt’s Dre«m.’’) 


O “ gentle *’ jester to the fairy King, 
Thou ** honest ’’ Puck—though elfin “‘ lob ”’ thou be! 
Of sweet inconsequent imagining, % 
Thou madcap sprite of dreamland comedy, 
Though “* darkness *’ thou dost ** follow like a dream,” 
And joy’st o'er what befalls ‘* prepost’rously,”’ 
Yet Jack finds Jill beneath the soft moonbeam, 
Nor whim nor freak is willed disastrously. 


Though up and down thou’rt feared in field and hearth, 
And though thy elf-light lures poor souls along, 
In Tartar-arrow speed thou skim’st the earth 
To fetch the mystic juice that rights the wrong. 
Thou aviating Robin, child of Night, 
Thy cantrips round in “' dances and delight ’” ! 
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NE. 
ON BOTTOM. 


(‘* MipsumMMeR NicHT’s DREAM.”’) 


** Write me a prologue ’’ ! cried the Thespian chief; 
** Assurance lend the world that Bottom I— 
Through ‘shudd’ry shocks’ and bosom-riving grief, 
Remain, though * mimic” power do rend the sky 1" 
O, ** buskin’d*’ and despotic ranting patch, 
““ Most lamentable comedy ”” is thine: 
Thy ass’s nole doth pat in virtue match 
Thy self-sufficiency, superbly fine ! 
Did ** modesty of fearful duty ’’ e’er 
** Audacious eloquence ’’ and bland conceit 
Within thee meet? Not e’en when doting fair 
Bedecked thy hairy jaws with favours sweet. 
Sublime unconsciousness of cap-and-bells 


Thy super-asininity reveals ! 
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Vil. 
ON ARIEL (‘‘ THe Tempest’). 


O memorable Ariel! we see 
Thy airy spirit skim the milky-way, 
But straight make haste to join in earthy day; 


Then couch in cup where sucks the bee. 


Thy “ dainty *’ ** quaint,’” and “* tricksy ’’ elfin glee 
Is bright as any merlin’s on the spray, 
And human in that elemental play 


That serves for love whilst aching to be free. - 


‘What joys may sweet enfranchisement thee bring ? 
What fellowships possess thy native air, 
When thy exultant spirit shall be free ? 


And thou shalt nestle in the zephyr’s wing, 
And carol blithesome ‘neath the blossom fair ? 


Mayhap a fay Miranda pines for thee > 
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VIII. 
MIRANDA +(SHAKESPEARE’S “* TEMPEST ”’). 


O wondering and wonder-causing fair ! 
Chaste goddess of these music-haunted strands; 
Thy ’wildering depth of womanhood commands 
The high to worship, and the mean, revere. 
Enchantments multifold to thee repair 
Like summer birds to sun-illumined lands. 
Simplicity of heart thou bring’st, with hands 


That stainless are as Heaven’s translucent air. 


The pulsing of thy innocence is sure 
As steadfast rock and silent star; 

Thy shipwrecked log-man longs his soul to moor 
Amid thy unschooled graces; and, ajar, 

Thy inmost self wells forth its effluence pure 


In servitude that saves for evermore. 
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Dee 
ON PROSPERO (‘‘ THE Tempest ’’). 


O, all-wise Wizard, who with magic might 
Can pierce the essence of all mundane things, 
Discount the evil that to mankind clings, 
Who stumble vaguely through their partial light. 
Mischance ne'er mars thy philosophic night, 
While goodness ** hedges ’’ thee with faizy rings,. 
And worth confounds all foul imaginings, 
And plottings deep and dark lie bare to sight. 


The sway of Adam, Earth, and Air yield place 
- To dignity of Virtue. Thy great heart— 
A providence of pardon—by its grace 
Ennobles calm detachment; and the smart 
Of cruel wrongs controlling loves efface : 
Thy new-found Dukedom needs no wand of Art. 
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eo 
ON ROSALIND (‘‘ As You Like Ir’’). 


Not “* umber smirch’”’ nor “ curtle-axéd’’ thigh, 
Not mannish stride nor “* swashing,’’ “* martial ’” mien, 
Can hide the woman or obscure the queen, 
Or stem the ravishment of glancing eye. 
Creative wooer! impotent we fly 
Thy raillery of love: full oft between 
Thy laughing heart and nimble wit we screen 


In vain! Thy charms no skill can nullify. 


Rich-breasted, Venus-limbed, and full of throat; 
Impulsive witchery—thy Cupid-dart— 
Hath chained us spellbound ever. Head and heart, 
As willing slaves, insistent on thee dote : 
Thy grace is tangible, defying art; 
We hear the swish of re-donned petticoat ! 
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XI. 
ANOTHER ON ROSALIND (‘As You Lixe Ir”). 


Bewitching, coy, and “‘unexpressive she,”’ 
Nor burr, nor briar mars thy ** working-day,”’ 
While Wit and Nature rule that heart of May, 
And Love holds revel ‘neath the greenwood tree ! 
Presiding genius of arcadian glee, 
Thy sweet ‘‘offences’’ with our heart-strings play 
As Ganymede works out his roundelay : 
‘The ecstasies of Woman blend in thee ! 


No maid of writer's sisterhood; but one 
Intense, complexly rich, whole-hearted, free 
As the strong breathings of the wanton air. 
‘Thou hast o’erthrown us all. A smiling sun 
Of full and glorious conquest shines on thee, 
Superb Reality ! high-hearted Fair ! 
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ALL 
ON RETRIBUTION—EX-KAISER. 


Amid the mighty silence of a sea 
Of graves he stands: in view our heroes smile 
To earth upon the bones they left awhile 

As pledge that all to-morrows shall be free. 

The tragic playwright Fate now bids him see, 
*Mid pangs of empty state, his primal guile 
Grow, in its baffled glory, to a pile 

That buries pride in self-wrought destiny. 


The spell of wills vibrating through the years 
_In retribution numbs his haggard soul, 
And in his deep abyss of daring tombed, 
Recoiling self on self breeds haunting fears, 
And Nemesis, exacting takes the toll— 
By God and Man to just oblivion doomed. 


‘ April, 1919. 
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XIII. 
ON SAUL—PAUL. 


Thou Pharisee of Pharisees, ride forth | 
In blind fatality thy God obey, 

Thy unknown God of cultured order’s sway, 

Rich in the centuries of custom’s worth ! 

Vain in the strength of law and pride of birth; 
The pomp and pageantry of Latium’s day 
Are on thy side. Ride on thy wrathful way 

Till Tarsian Greek be hurled in shame to earth ! 


The deadly mirk of hatred was convulsed, 
The winds of persecution straight were stilled, 
The mist of sophistry was cleft in twain, 
When heavenly glory from the azure pulsed 
The Vision of the Living Christ, that thrilled 
The heart of haughty foe to bondsman fain f 
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XIV. 
ON PAUL, THE PIONEER. 


Heaven’s blinding searchlight swept the haze of night, 
And husks of hoary creeds lay far and near 
In wasteful heaps. The utmost verge lay clear 
To which he needs must tread in duty’s night. 
Gaunt, mountain-sweeps of rancour met his sight; 
But vision-hearted and in saintly cheer 
Marched missionary chief and pioneer, 


With sword of truth, now damascened with light. 


The soul's eternal yearnings e’en lay bare 
To God’s commissioned teacher. He saw man, 
Like beast in careless herd, crowd to and fro; 
And his great heart aflame to do and dare, 
Blenched not at sacrificial way, but ran 


In holy haste to grapple with the foe. 
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XV. 
ON PAUL, THE TEACHER. 


The dawn-lit Gentile mountain-tops that rise 
On his horizon tell that in the sweep 
Of universal brotherhood, the deep 
Eternal things of soul are no sect’s prize. 
And as the mind in marching men descries 
The great Apostle’s living faith, they weep 
That mortal brawls should make the way so steep,. 
And hide the view to Paul’s love-riven skies. 


Let pulses hot cease beating mad refrains 
That charmed the old exclusive Pharisee, 
And bathed Eternal Love in bitter tears : 
And vain desires be shunned, and high disdains; 
Then joyful ears shall catch the great world-glee— 
A harmony of worship down the years. 
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ie 
OUR FAMILY. 


In number they are two! 

But if you only knew 

How their concentrated forces round us wind ! 
Let them come in single file, 

Or in regimental style, 


Aye a weakness in our armour they can find, 


In number they are two ! 

But if all tales be true, 

Then their Mam’s as unsuccessful as their Dad 
To still these restless limbs, 

Or to stem the subtle whims— 

And they tapsalteerie everything like mad ! 


In number they are two! 

And that is very few 

To be dominant in kitchen and in room ! 
But they rule in such a way 

That there’s ne’er a word to say, 


For their tyranny disperses every gloom. 


In number they are two! 

But then in desk or pew 

They're like cherubim just wafted from the blue; 
And no one dares to think 

That e’er by word or wink, 

They could keep their doting parents in a stew! 
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In number they are two ! 

And I swear they’re quite. a crew, 

When they turn my peaceful study upside down ! 
But their make-believing play 

Is so like our work-a-day 

That I find it hardly possible to frown. 


In number they are two! 

But then, ‘tween me and you, 

They’re our own dear budding girlies, don’t you know ! 
And when gownies end the day, 

And they’re safe in blanket-bay, 

Then our hearts to God-the-Giver nightly flow. 


go 


UNDER THE RED Lamp. 


iT 


A BALLAD OF CORSTORPHINE 
CASTLE. 


James Baillie, second Lord Forrester, being a keen 
Royalist, suffered much at the hands of Cromwell and his 
soldiery. From this and other causes the estate of Corstor- 
phine became heavily burdened. Lord Forrester was much 
given to drinking and profligacy, and is said to have been on 
too intimate terms with Christian, a niece of Lady Forrester. 
Legend affirms that in his cups he had spoken evil of this lady. 
She, infuriated, came to the Castle, and, not finding him there, 
sent for him to his favourite place of resort—the Black Bull 
ale-house. They met near the Pigeon House, and during a 
heated altercation she drew his sword from its sheath and 
slew him at the foot of the Sycamore, or Corstorphine Plane 
Tree. The murderess fled, but was captured, owing, it is 
said, to the falling of one of her slippers through a crevice 
in the floor to the room below. She confessed her crime, and 
was sentenced to death; but between the days of trial and 
execution she escaped in the disguise of a man. She was cap- 
tured again at Fala Moor. She was beheaded at The Cross 
of Edinburgh, on November 12th, 1679. 

Gossip affirms that ‘* The Whyte Ladye””’ still haunts the 
neighbourhood of the Sycamore, and that should any daring 


on 
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spirit attempt to dig beneath its branches for the hidden trea- 
sure that the murdered lord is said to have buried there, a 
mysterious and menacing rumbling is heard to come from the 
earth, causing the treasure-hunter hurriedly to desist and flee: 


from the spot in terror. 


Heard ye the moanin’ soon’ doon the lang loanin’ ? 
Heard ye the wail frae dark Saughton that cam’ ? 
** Corstorphine is slain! in his heart's blude he’s groanin’; 


He’s smoor’d in his guilt : in his death there’s nae balm !"” 


Heard ye the cry that soughs roon’ by the dookit ? 
Heard ye the whispers the Sycamores shed ? 
Leaf spak’ to leaf, an’ its sabbin’ aye hushit, 


To glow’r on the grim an’ wan face o’ the dead. 


Cromwell has mulcted the Baillie richt sairly; 
Roonheedit loons riev’d his chattels fu’ keen; 


But Sassenach blows were licht to the ferlie, 


Wha ravish’d his saul an’ bedazzl’d his een. 


Christian, the limmer, she’s weepin’ an’ fumin’— 
““ Whan I saw a Forrester, dool to the day ! 
They fleech to beguile, their luve is but feignin’; 


, 


O, wae! that my guide name is fyled i’ the clay !”’ 


“ Runkl’d am I, an’ fit but for scornin’” ! 
Think’st thou, Lord James, that I'll bide thy fause heart » 
Fend thee frae me gin we meet i’ the gloamin’— 


Vengeance mak’s siccar, an’ keen’s his fell dart !"” 
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“Forth frae the ale-hoose, come forth to thy fairin’, 
Thou wine-steepit carl, wha wad jibe at my fame ! 
Red-wat’s thy blade, an’ toom is its sheathin’— 


Noo lie thou there wha has tint me my name !"" 


“* Corbies glut fain on his banes whar’ he’s lyin’, 
Pick them as bare as his plane-trees come Yule; 
Lang may his saul "mang the branches gang sighin’, 


Sin’ me he has left in the mirk o’ sic dule.”’ 


Heard ye the birdie that lilts in yon holly ? 
Heard ye the doves in their cooin’ declare > 
“True luve it is heav’n, but fause is mad folly,’’ 
An’ this “‘ The Whyte Ladye’’ maun gowl everraair. 


Heard ye her manes blaw owre frae the gallows-tree ? 
Heard ye the grainin’ drift doon the nicht air ? 
Saw ye her ghaist glide roon’ an’ across the lea ? 


Saw ye the blude on her gownie so fair ? 


Heard ye the sabbin’, ye stars in your blinkin’ > 
Saw ye the deed, wanin’ mune i’ the lift? 

Nae mair shall daffin’ be heard i’ the gloamin’, 
Within castle wa’s that sae sune maun be cleft. 


"Neath the braid plane-tree there’s gowd for the diggin’, 
Happit fu’ deep by the lord wha lay slain; 

But aye frae the sod comes an eerie curmurrin’, 
An’ ilka fain thief, sairly fley’d, mak’s for hame. 
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Blithe owre the Pentlands the horns ance were soundin’, 
Blithe were the leddies at hunt an’ in ha’; 

Nae mair shall the gentles be hawkin’ an’ houndin’, 
For gane is their castle, an’ ilk stane o’ it’s wa’. 
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Nee 


LIGHT OUT OF DARKNESS. 


Away, my soul, to the woods, 
Flit with the birds on the spray, 

Bathe in their musical floods, 
Drink in the glories of day. 


Breathe the glad spirit of good 
Borne on the wings of the breeze, 

Seize on God’s holiday mood 
Gilding the bloom on the trees. 


Thirsting like grass for the dew, 
Shunning the sombre and grey, 

Catching the heart of the true, 
Culling the balm on the way, 


Soul, O my soul, seek the light, 
Pierce the dark patch of thy sky, 

Shake off the gloom of thy night, 
Doubt not that sunlight is nigh. 


Yield not to malice or fear, 
Look thy mean foes in the face, 
Cling to the hearts that are dear, 


Spurn where thy friendships are base- 
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UNDER THE Rep Lamp. 


Drooping and broken and sore, 
Holden thine eyes from the goal, 

Day conquers night as of yore, 
Scatter’ thy clouds, O my soul. 


Hope is the master of Fate, 
tretch out thy hand for its dove; 
Love is more potent than hate, 
Live in the light of thy love. 
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